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i*4__ The Life andDeath of Richard the Third. 
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I for a Clarence wccpes, fo doth not dice: 

Thefe Babes for Clarence weepc, fo do not they. 

Alas! you three,on ire threefold diftreft: 

Power all your teares, I am your foriowcs.Nurfe> 

And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dor. Comfort deere Mother,God is much dilplcas’d. 
That you take with vothankfulncffc his doing. 

In common worldly things,’tiscall’d vngratcfull, 

With dull vnwillingnefle to repay a debt. 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent: 

Much more to be thus oppofitc with heauen, 

For it requires the Royall debt it lent you. 

Riuers. Madam,bethinke you like a carefull Mother 
Of the young Prince your fonne: lend ftraight for him, 
Let him be Crown’d, in him your comfort hues. 
Drowne defperate forro w in dead Edvards graue, 

And plant your ioyes in liuing Edveards Throne. 

Enter 'Richard, Buckingham,Derhie,Ila- 

fiings/tnd. Ratcliff ,. 

Rich. Sifter haue comfort,all of vs haue caufe 
To waile the dimming of our {hining Starre: 

But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam,my Mother, I do cry you mercie, 

I did not fecyour Grace. Humbly on my knee, 

I craue your Bleffing. 

Dm. God blefle thee, and put meelcnes in thy breaft, 
Loue Charity, Obediencc,and true Dutic. 

Rich. Amen,andmake me die a good old man. 

That is the butt-end of a Mothers bleffing • 

I maruell that her Grace did leaue it out. 

Btic. You cIowdy-Princes,& hart-forowlng-Fceres. 
That bcarc this heauie mutuall loadc of Moane, 

Now cheere each other,in each others Loue: 

Though we haue fpent our Harueft of this King, 

We are to reape the Harueft ofhis Sonne. 

The broken rancour of your high-fwolne hates, 

But lately fplintcr’d, knit,and ioyn’d together, 

Muft gently be preferu’d,cherifhr.ind kept: 

Me feemeth good, that with 1 'ome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, cheyoung Prince be fet 
Hither to London 5 to be crown’d our King. 

Riuers. Why with fome little Traine. 

My Lord ofBuckingham ? 

'Bmc. Marrie my Lordjeaft by a multitude. 

The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould breakc our, 
Which would be lo much the more dangerous. 

By how much the eft ate is greene,and yet vngouem'd. 
Where cuery Horfe beares his commanding Reine, 

And may direct his courfe as pleafchimfelfe. 

As well the feare ofharme, as harme apparant. 

In my opinion, ought to be preuented. 

Rich. I hope the King made peace with all of vs, 

And the compact is firmc,and true in me. 

Riu. And lo in me,a.nd fo (I thinke) in all. 

Yet fince it is bat greene, it fhould be put 
To no apparant likely-hood of breach. 

Which haply by much company might be vrg’d : 
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, 

That it is meece fo few fhould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. And fo fay I. 

Rich. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they fhall be that ftrait fihall pofts to London. 
Madam,and you my Sifter, will you go 
To giuc your ccnfures in this bufinefle. Exeunt. 
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Fofc d f n L , ord ’ who eucr 

For God fake let not vs two ftay at home ? CC > 
For by the way, lie fort occafion, 

As Index to the ftory wc late talk’d of 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred ft om rU * 
Rich. My other felfe, my Counfailes r -? 1r ‘°<%. 
My Oracle, My Prophet,my deere Cofi n ° nl3l<0l y, 

I,as a clnldc, will go by thy direftion, * 

Toward London then,for wee’l not fbv . 

*yt>eh,nd e . £ ^ 

Seem Tenia* 


Enter one Citizen at one doer,, and another M 
the ether. 1 

fa lf lt - Good morrow Neighbour, whetller 

z.Cit. I promifeyou, I fearfely know myfejf*. 
rlcarc you the newes abroad ? uc ‘ 

x. Ycs,that the King is dead. 

2. Ill newes byrlady.feldomecomes thebetter- 
Jrearc, I feare, twill proue a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen, 

3 - Neighbours,Godfpeed. 

X. Giuc you good morrow fir. 

|* T D r oth thc ncwc5 h ° ld g° od ^ng fifarifat 

2, I fir, it 1$ too true,God helpe the while. 

3. Then Mafters looke to fee a troublous world 
1. No,no,by Gods good grace,his Son fiiallreio’ne 

3. Wee to that Land that’s gouern’d by aChilde, ’ 

Ho In him there is ahopcofGoucrnincfltj 
Which in his nonage, counfcll vnder him. 

And in his full and ripcnedyearcs, himfelfc 
No doubt fhall then,and til] then gouernc well. 

i« So flood thc State,when Henry thc (ixt 
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine months old. 

3 * Stood the State fo ?No,no,good friends,God woi 
For then this Land was famonfly enrich’d 
With politike graue Counfell; c hen the King 
Had vertuous Vnkle* to proccft his Grace. 

I. Why lo hath this, both by his Father and Mother 
5. Better it were they all came by his Father; 

Or by his Father there were none at all; 

For emulation, who (hall now be necreft. 

Will touch vs all too neere,if God preuenenot. 

O full of danger is thc Duke of Gloufter, 

And thc Qneenes Sons.and BrotherSjhaughc and proud 
And were they to be rul'd,and not to rule, 

This ficldy Land, might folacc as before. 

1. Comc,come,wc feare the worft: all will be well. 
3.When Clouds are feen,wifemen put on their dekes 

When great leaues fall, chen Winter is at hand ; 
When the Sun fecs,who doth not looke for night ? 

Vntimely ftormes, makes men expeft a Dearth: 

All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 

"Tis more then wc deferue^or I cxpc<fl. 

2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare: 

You cannot reafon ( almcft)with a man. 

That lookes not heauily,and full of dread. 

3. Before the day es of Change,ftill is it fo, 

By a diuinc inflimft, mens mindes miftruft 

Enfuin 
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The Life and -Death of'Richard the Third. 


' as by proofc we fee 

P ttrf S S r,r fvveil’before a boyft’rous ftorme : 
^ it all to God. Whither away? 
le * U ® w e were fent for to the Iufticcs. 

» JJJ d fo was I: He beare you company. 


Exeunt. 


Seem Quarta. 


Enter Arch'bifhof ,Jong Torke, the Quccne, 
and the Dmcbejfe. 

Jrc h, Laft night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 

. 4 1t (Northampton they do reft to night: 

Tomorrow, or next day,they will be heere. _ 

1 nut I long with all my heart to fee the Prince: 

I e he is much growne fincc laft I faw him. 
q» But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorke 
uAalmoftouertane him in his growth. 

H Yerke. I Mother,but I would not haue it fo. 

Vat. Why my good Cofin,it is good to grow. 

TV Grandam, one night as wc did fit at Supper, 

My Vnklc Riuers talk’d how I did grow 
More then my Brother. I.quoth my Vnkle Gloufter, 
Lll Herbes haue grace,great Weeds do grow apace. 
And fince.methinkes I would not grow fo laft, 

Bccaufe fweet Flowres are ftow,and Weeds make haft. 

put. Good faith,good foith.the faying did not hold 
In him that did obieft thc fame to thee. 

He wai the wretched’^ thing when he was yong. 

So long a growing,and fo lcyturely. 

That ifhis tule were true,he fhould be gracious. 
for. And fo no doubt he is,my gracious Madam. 

Put. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth.if I had beene remembred, 

1 could haue giuen my Vnkles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, necrer then he toucht mine. 

Dut. How my yong Yorke, 

Iprychceletmeheareir. 

Tor. Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft, 

Thathe could gnaw a cruft at two houres old, 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam,this would haue beene a byting left. 

Dat. I prythee pretty Yorke,v;ho told thee this ? 

Tor. Grandam, his Nurfie. 

D nt. HisNutfePwhyfhewasdcadjere^ waft borne. 
Tor. lf’twcre not Ihe, I cannot tell who told me. 

Quj A parlous Boy:go too,you are too flirew’d, 

Dut. Good Madam.bc not angry with the Childe. 
Qu, Pitchers haue cares. 

Enter a LMejfengcr. 

Arch. Heere comes a Meffenger: What Newes? 
Mef. Such newes my Lord,as grccucs me to report. 
Qu. How doth the Prince ? 

CMef. Well Madam,and in health. 

Dut. What is thy Newes? 

Mef. Lord Riuers. and Lord Grey* 

Ate fent to Pomfret, and with them, 

S\t Thomas Vaughan .Fidonet s. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

Mef. The mighty Dukes ,Gloufter and! Buckingham. 


Arch. For what offence? 

(Jiief. The fumme of all I can, I haue difclos d: 

Why,or for what, the Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnkndwne to me, my gracious Lord. 

Qtt. Aye me! I fee the ruine of my Houfe: 

ThcTyger now hathfeiz’d the gentleHinde, 

Infulting Tiranny beginnes tolute 

Vpon the innocent and a wclefle Throne: , 

Welcome Deftruftion, Blood,and Maflacre, 

I fee (as in a Map) the end of all. 

Dut. Acctirfed.andvnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My Husband loft his life, to get the Crowne, 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft 
For me coioy,and weepe, their gaine and lofle.. 

And being feated, and Domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucr-blownc, themfelucs the Conquerors, 

Make warre vpon themfelues,Brother to Brother; 

Blood to blood, felfe 3g3inft felfe: O prepoflorous 
And franticke outrage, end tby damned fpletfne. 

Or let me dye, to looke on earth no more. ^ ^ 

fits. Come,come my Boy,we will to San&uary,' 
Madam, farwcll. 

Dut. Stay, I will go with you. 

Qu. You haue no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious Lady go. 

And thethcr beare your Trcalure and your Goot.es, 

For my part,lle refigne vnto your Grace 
The Seale I keepe,andTo betide to me. 

As well I tender you,and all of yours. 

Go.Ile conduftyou to thc Samftuary. Exeunt 


jfclus Tertius . Secern Trima. 


The Trumpets found, 

Enterjong Prince.the Dukes of Glocefter , and Buckingham, 
LordfardmaS. with others. 

"Bmc. Welcome fweetc Prince to London, 

To your Chamber. 

Rich. Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Mela ncholly. 

Trite. No Vnkle, but our crofles on the way, 

Haue made it tedious,wearifome,and heauie. 

I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me. 

Rich. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yet diu’d into the Worlds deceit: 

No more canyoudiftinguilhofa man. 

Then ofhis outward fhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart. 

Thofe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous : 

Your Grace attended to their Sugred words, 

But look’d no: on the poy fon of their hearts: 

God keepe you from them,and from fuch falfe Friends. 

Prin. God keepe me from falfe Friends, 

But they were none. 

Rich. My Lord,the Maior of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.iMaior. God blefle your Grace, with health and 
happie dayes. 

Erin. I thanke you,good my Lord,and thank you all 




















































































